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inhabitants of Tatarsk,     Approvingly referring to thek
militant activities in the rear of the Reds, he said :              *

" You have fought valiantly against our common enemies.
Your services will not be forgotten by your native land,
which is gradually being liberated from the Bolsheviks, from
their terrible yoke. I would like to present tokens of o^K
gratitude to those women of your village who, as we know,
were especially prominent in the armed struggle against the
Reds, I ask our cossack heroines whose names will be
announced in a minute to step forward."

One of the officers read out a short list. The first name
was that of Daria Melekhova, the others were widows of
cossacks killed at the beginning of the rising, women who
had participated, like Daria, in the massacre of the
Communist prisoners driven to Tatarsk after the surrender of
the Serdobsky regiment.

Daria had not driven out to the fields, as Pantaleimon had
ordered her. She proved to be on the square, among the^
crowd of village women, and she was attired as though the
day were a holiday. The moment she heard her name called
out she pushed the women aside and boldly walked to the
front, tidying her white, lace-edged kerchief as she went,
half-dosing her eyes, and smiling a little with embarrass-
ment. Tired as she was after her journey and amorous
adventures, she was still devilishly good to look at ! Her
pale cheeks, untouched by sunburn, reflected the hot glitter
of her questing eyes, and in the wilful curl of her painted
eyebrows and in the folds of her smiling lips lurked something
challenging and unclean.                                                      ,

Her way was barred by an officer standing with his baclf
to the crowd. She gently pushed him aside, saying :

** Let a soldier's widow pass ! "

And she went right up to Sidorin.

He took the medal with its St. George ribbon from the
adjutant and, with fumbling fingers, pinned it to the left
breast of Dana's jacket, gazing with a smile into her eyes.

<c So you're the widow of ensign Melekhov, who was killed
in March ? **

,
" In a moment you will be given a monetary reward, five
hundred roubles.    This officer will give it to you.    The
military Ataman Africano Petrovich Bogaevsky and